A Yorkshire T ragedy* 

. "Enter * [ermiugman* 

Sir H«.Fil me a bowle of wine. Alas poore brother, 
Bruf’d with an exec ution for my fake, Exitfiruant 
Mr. A brufe indeed makes many a mortall famine. 
Sore till the graue cure cm 

Enter with wine. 

Sir I begin to you,y’aue chid your welcome : 
Mr. I could haue wifht it better for your fake 
I pledge you fir, to the kind man in prifon. 

Hu.Ltt it be loef 

Now Sir ifyou fo pleafe Drinkfoth* 

To fpend but a fewe minuts in a walke 
about my grounds below, my manheere (hall attend 
youj doubt not but by that time to befurnifht of a 
lufficientaufwere,and therein my brother fully fatif- 

fied. 

A/r.Good fir in that, the Angells would be plcafd. 
And the worlds murmures calmd , and I fhould fayc 
lfet forth then vpon a lucky daie. Exit. 

Hu. Oh thou confufed man?thy plcafant fins haue 
vndone thee thy damnation has beggerd thee? that 
hcauen fhould fay wemuil not fin, and yet made wo* 
nienjgiuesour fences waic to findepleafure, which ' 
being found con founds vs,why fhold we know thofe 
things lo mneb milufe vs— oh would vertue had been 
' | or bidden wee fhould then baue prooued all vertu= 
ous,fortisourbloudctolouewhat were forbidden, 
had* not drunkennes byn forbidden what man wold 

haue 
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haue been foole to a beaft, and Zany to afivine to 
fhow trices in the mire, what is there in three 
dice to make a man draw thrice three thoufand acres 
into the compaffe of a round little table, & with the 
gentlemans palfy in the hand (hake out his pofte- 
ritie thieues or beggars tis done I ha dont yfaith 

terrible horrible mifery. bow well 

was I lcft,very well,very wel . 

My Lands fhewed like 'a full moone about mee,buc 
nowe the moon's ith laft quarter, wayning,waining, 
And I am mad to think that moone was mine. 

Mine and my fathers, and my forefathers generjtis 
ons,gcnerations:downe goes the howfe of vs, down, 
downe it fincks: N ow is the name a beggar ,begs in 
me that name which hundreds of yeeres has made 
this fhicre famous: in me, and my pofterity runs out* 
In my feede fiue are made miferable befides my 
felfc,my ryot is now my brothers iaylor, mywiues 
fighing ,m y three boyes penurie,and mine own cons 
fufion; T ear es his hake. 

Why fit my haires vpon my curfed head/* 

Will not this poyfonfcatterthem/’oh my brother's 
In execution among dcuells that ftretch him:& make 
him giue. And I in wanr,not able for to lyue* 

Nor to redeeme him, 

Divines and dying men may talke of hell. 

But in my heart her feuerall torments dwell, 

Slauery and myfery* , 

Who in this cafe would not take vp mony vpon his 
foule 5 pawn his faluation,liue at intereft; 
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